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“¢ Populus vult decipi, ergo decipiatur.” 

They all do it!! 

The Sun started it, the Hera/d and others followed, 
and is Puck going to be outdone in honesty, modesty 
and truthfulness by his esteemed contemporaries? 

Not if he knows it! 

He also will state his circulation at the end of each | 
week, and if his contemporaries stagger at his figures, 
they will see that Puck can and will go them one, or | 
ten, or a hundred, or a hundred thousand, or even a mil- 
lion better every time, and don’t you forget it. 

But to business: 

During the last quarter the average circulation of Puck 
was 1,190,377. 

The sales of last week’s PuCcK were 

2,197,307 11-17.* 


Yours for truth and modesty, 





Puck. 


* 6-17 chewed off by an enraged statesman who didn’t like his 
portrait. 





COoOnMTtSanN Ts: 


First-Pace Cartoon—Shutting the Stable-Door A/ter the 
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Cartoons and Comments. 
A Page from the Primer of Fashion—illus. 
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Practical Patriotism—illus. 
Puckerings. 
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Answers for the Anxious. 
Centre-Pace Cartoon—T wo of a Kind. 
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Troches. 
A Useful Patent—A. Agassiz. 
The Lightning Chewing-Machine--illus, 
Spring-time cde. J. Henderson. 
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Exchanges. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








Or beloved old friend, the Pope of | 
Rome, is once more troubled in his aged 
mind. It is the Free Masons this time. He , 
has fulminated against them, and we trust that | 
he feels relieved. He says that they are base 
believers in reason—a charge which has the 
distinguished merit of originality. He likewise 
says that they are opening the way to natural 
science, which, he further remarks, is a bad 
thing for virtue. He says that the Free Masons 
are paving the way for communism; and, gen- 
erally, he thinks that they are in a parlous state. | 
And having delivered himself, he relapses into | 
dignified silence and leaves the daily journals | 
of this misguided world to cut his communi- | 
cation down to a stick and a half, and to make 
irreverent comments on it at that. Of course, | 
the Free Masons have their own opinion of the 
Pope, and it is one to make St. Peter turn in 
his grave. Did you ever hear two old women 
scolding at each other acrossa back yard fence ? 
Lots of noise, wasn’t there, and plenty of vitu- | 
peration? But was anything hurt—even the 
fence? No? Well, there isa good deal of simi- 
larity in the two situations. 
* 


* * 

It was a noble effort, Mr. William Walter 
Phelps. So was Captain Webb’s. Your at- 
tempt and his had some things in common. 
Their nobility, for one thing, their failure, for 





another. 
them: Anybody could have told their origi- 
nators beforehand that they were quite useless 
and impossible. Now, look here, Mr. Phelps, 
just come away somewhere where it is quiet, 
and where the hysterical howls from the Tall 
Tower do not deafen you, and ask yourself if 
you are not wasting the valuable time which 
Providence gave you to spend in some sweet 
sylvan retreat in the State of New Jersey. You 
want to show Mr. James G. Blaine, of Maine, 
to the public as a pure and spotless statesman, 
do you? Well, do you know what that under- 
taking implies? It implies the reconstruction 
of all known principles of morality, and nu- 
merous alterations in all existing dictionaries. 
It involves the transformation of black into 
white, and the making of a job such as Lucifer 
undertook, according to Milton, when he an- 
nounced his intention of performing his cele- 
brated transmogrification trick-act with Evil. 
The contract is a little too large for you, Mr. 
Phelps. 





* ” # 

It zs a painful thought, Mr. Arthur, that that 
vague and curious thing known as “‘ The Past” 
is not subject to continual revision and amend- 
ment to suit the exigencies of the moment. It 
was a lively and pleasant past, that past of yours 
—full of happy hours with “the boys,’’ full of | 
easy self-indulgence, full of readily gratified 
ambitions. Quite a charming past, while you 
were making it—but, oh, what a wretched past 
to try to unmake now, when it stands like a | 
ghost between you and the full confidence of | 
the people! If you only had known then! If | 
you only had dreamed of the heights to be won | 
while you were lingering in the lowland swamps! | 





There was also this about both of 


If you only had known what a price you would 
have to pay for being called “ Chet’? and 
slapped on the back by Steve French! You 
know it all now, Mr. Arthur. For your own 
sake, we hope you have not known it too late. 


* 
* 


The sleeping-car colored porter may be said 
to live on “ quarters.”” It is not known who first 
established as a regulation fee a quarter-of-a- 
dollar for this functionary; but certain it is that 
that coin is looked upon as a necessity by the 
sable attendant. When a passenger enters a 
sleeping-car the porter guages him. We say 
him because few women are ever liberal enough 
to reward the porter for his attention. ‘Shall 
I be polite to this man ?”’ he says: “I will; it is 
worth while. Something tells me that he will 
appreciate it.” Having resolved on his course 


| of action, there is no hope for the victim. He 


is bound to step out of that train twenty-five 
cents poorer. ‘The porter will considerately 
provide him with a pillow to lean on until the 
time comes to make up his berth. He will also 
make a bungling attempt to find the sleeper’s 
boots in the morning, and will apologize for not 
having succeeded in doing so, as he had some 
idea of polishing them. But it is in the early 
morn, when the traveler is nearing his destina- 
tion, that the colored porter appears at his best. 
Then, indeed, is he a hero. In trumpet tones 
he tells the passenger to stand forth, on whose 
clothes, from head to foot, he then proceeds to 
play the devil’s tattoo with a large whisk-broom, 
which not only scatters to the winds all that 
there may be of dust, but also effectually destroys 
all there may be of a nap or sheen on the gar- 
ments in question. Then there is no way out 
of it—the “ quarter” must be handed over. 








A PAGE FROM THE PRIMER OF FASHION. 


Per-haps You 
Im-a-gine that this 
Young La-dy be- 
longs to a Dime 
Mu-se-um and hasa 
World-Wide Fame 
as an An-a-tom-i- 
cal Won-der ? 

Well, no, You 
are a-way Off; she 
is sim-ply at-tir-ed 
in the Height of 
Fashion, and _ her 


Dress - Ma-ker is 





Res-pon-si-ble for 











her Ob-serv-a-tory 








Shoul-ders. That 
is All. 
Now Do You 


Feel Bet-ter ? 
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V. HUGO DUSENBURY. 


=a 





V. Hugo Dusenbury, Esq., 2 P.— Dear Sir: 

As the sultry summer season rapidly nears, 
the minds of the bibulously-inclined are deeply 
exercised as to what beverages are most grate- 
ful, healthful, and withal stimulating in their 
character. Do you not think, illustrious bard, 
that the subject is one suitable for a series of 
poetic suggestions? The delectable “shrub,” 
the fragrant “julep,” the cooling “Collins,” 
and the esthetic “sour,” among many other 
“modest quenchers,”’ seem to me fragrant with 
poetic potentialities of no mean order. 

Very faithfully and thirstily yours, 

BaccHus LucuL.us BONIFACE, 


HE RESPONDS TO AN INVITATION. 
HARLEM, May 6th, 1884. 
Editor Puck—Dear Sir: 

The suggestive note which you have sent me 
proves the writer to be a man of keen discrimi- 
nation and fine appreciative faculty. ‘Io the 
best of my knowledge, the name of Bacchus L. 
Boniface has never fiiled the speaking-trump of 
fame and purled out over the edges; but it is 
evident to ne that there is a great future in 
store for its owner. ‘The man who recognizes 
the need of such a collection of spirituous odes 
as he suggests, and who sees as clearly that there 
is but one man in the world to do that collec- 
tion, and that that one man is V. Hugo Dusen- 
bury—he is the man—I refer to Boniface —to 
make a stir in the world. 

Mr. B. Lucullus Boniface is sound on the 
poetic goose. His fate -directed finger has 
pointed toward a great and beautiful field. 
‘There are few opportunities that the Dusen- 
bury does not seize -sometimes, even, ere they 
are ripe—but Mr. Bacch. Boniface has found 
one that had escaped the eagle eye of the lau- 
reate of America. 

Mr. B. Luke Boniface, I accept your sug- 
gestion with every assurance of my distinguished 
esteem and regard. I see your point; I absorb 
it, so to speak. 

Now, Mr. Editor, I wish to receive proposals 
for a series of 

OpEs TO FAvoRITE DRINKS, 
WITH AN APPENDIX 
Devoted Strictly to the Glorification of Temperance Swash. 





It is needless to remark that I do not pro- 
pose to pour forth these impassioned outbursts 
of song without a fair equivalent. My name 
ought to be a sufficient guarantee of the quality 


of the verse I intend to produce; but since a | 


cold and heartless world may not so regard it, 
I am willing to offer you a few samples. 


Frinstance: 
To THE GIN Fizz: 
O effervescent entity ecstatic, 
Pungent of flavor, mildly aromatic, 
Friend of our warmer days, thou cooling fluid, 
Fitted to tempt the most ascetic Druid— 
Thee do I celebrate— 


[Finished in first-class style, $5.—.] 


Frinstance again: 
To THE WHISKEY COCKTAIL. 
O matutinal bracer, O darling of the morning, 
I rise and sing thy praises, despite the world’s cold scorn- 
ing. 
Thou raisest up the spirit, and thou coaxest from recesses 
Intestinal the appetite to gobble chops and cresses. 
Frinstance yet again: 
To THE STONE FENCE. 
Mingling of rural cider 
With metropolitan whiskey, 
Why dost thou make thy devotees 
So most uncommonly frisky? 
Child of the country meadows, 
Child of the harvest field, 
Why dost thou make thy imbiber’s legs 
Like a broken-back hinge to yield? 
Frinstance some more: 
To THE MINT JULEP. 
Thou smellest of cool streams, of country ways; 
Thou mindest us of happier rural days, 
Thou savorest of innocence and bliss, 
Of roadside streams that bending blossoms kiss— 
And yet of thee only a few potations 
Will make us talk about our rich relations, 
Frinstance a little more: 
To THE J. CoLuins. 
O gentle J., 
Thou gurglest gay, 
In cooling torrents down my throat, 
Sweeter to me 
Than hum of bee 
Or soaring bird’s melodious note. 
Deep is my joy, 
That can not cloy 
As down my throat thou pourest free, 
And yet I think, 
As thee I drink, 
Thou ’rt thirty cents right out of me. 
Frinstance once more: 
To THE SIMPLE BEER. 
Refuge of the sad and weary, 
Refuge of the thirsty poor, 
When my days are dark and dreary, 
Thou ’rt a haven safe and sure. 
Thee I welcome in the morning, 
When I can’t buy b. and s., 
And beneath the garden awning 
Thee I spill on Clara’s dress. 
[Finished in first-class style, $1.—.] 
Proposals received. 
V. Huco Dusensury, P. P. 


New York, May 6th, ’84. 
V. Hugo Dusenbury, Esq., ?. P.—Dear Sir: 
‘This paper is not a-distillery. Please remit 
for above ad. Yours truly, 
Puss. Puck. 





PRACTICAL PATRIOTISM. 





| 
i 








«¢ Phwat’s in yer basket, my pretty maid?” 

*‘ Contributions for Oireland, sorr,” she said. 

‘¢ Faix, is it Doynamite, my pretty maid?” 

«¢ Whusht! it’s the missus’s groceries I’m takin’ to me 
cousins up on the Bullyvard unbeknownst to any- 
body, sorr,” she said. 


Puckerings. 












HEN blossoms flutter 
in the breeze, 
And all is bright 

and gay, 
» When lambkins 
_._._.. gambol on 
———. the hill— 
SS In short, 
when it is 
May, 


4), And o’er the singing 

544. meadow brook 
A The happy swallow 
. darts, 
And pretty girls go out to ride 

In yellow village-carts— 
Then I unlock the old black box 

And take the trumpet out, 
And wander round the streets all day, 

And choice selections spout 


From all the operas; and then 
I pass around the hat 

And rake the dimes, and that is why 
I’m happy, well and fat. 


Unto the mountain and the sea 
I ’ll very shortly go; 

In front of all the big hotels 
For all I’m worth I’ll blow. 


I ‘ll gather lots of shekels in, 
And sail across the sea, 
And like a nabob take my ease 
In sunny Italy. 
And Tuscan noblemen will say, 
And make their daughters grin: 
«There is a plumber from New York, 
Go forth and scoop him in.” 
And I ’ll be scooped and live in ease, 
Hard work I ’ll never know; 
I ’l] lock my yellow trumpet up, 
And never on it blow. 





WHERE DOES cotton abound most plentifully ? 
We will tell thee, Faustina. In all-wool clothes, 
Faustina, in all-wool clothes, 

WE pon’T know who wrote “The Bread-Win- 
ners,’ and we don’t care. If we did know, we 
wouldn’t tell. But we don’t see why the author 





| did not say something about Mr. Keene’s horses, 


Some of them are “ bred winners.”’ 


Name AzMA— gypsy girl — picturesque red 
dress—song and dance—saves somebody’s life 
—turns out to be daughter of deceased earl— 
marries leading-man in velvet coat. This is a 
star play and a triumph of dramatic art, and 
people pay $1.50 to see it. 


‘A NEW INSECT has attacked the peach crop 
in the neighborhood of Ione, Col. It attacks 
the young peach, tearing it from the branch.” 
So says an exchange. It’s the first time we 
ever heard a small boy called a new insect. He 
is on deck rather early this year, too. 


BREAD AND stockings are the cheapest articles 
in Norway. ‘The reason is that no girl is al- 
lowed a beau till she can bake the one and knit 
the other. ‘There should be a law in this coun- 
try forbidding any girl’s having a beau until 
she is able to go around the streets without the 
help of a dog on the end of a string. 





‘THE HOG doth in the mud root, 

And blows the snowy blood-root; 

The small boy with a hooklet 

Goes fishing in the brooklet; 

Beside the gurgling streamlet 

The satyr hath a dreamlet. 

This festive ding-a-ling-let 

Might be called an ode to springlet; 
But the fellow who offered it went fly- 
ing from the window so swiftly and suddenly, 
and had withal such a long wing before reach- 
ing the ground, that his flight might be called 





anything but a winglet. 
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PUCK. 





THE «SANDWICH.” 





His REFLECTIONS ON COMPARATIVE GREATNESS. 








Some people are sure to rise. 

Take Bucky McCann, for example. He once 
boarded at the Italian one-cent restaurant in 
Pearl Street. He now boards at the Jim Fisk. 
Formerly he rode to work each day on a coal- 
wagon, a truck—an ash-cart. He now wheels 
up-town every morning on one of Vanderbilt’s 
freight-cars. Once the Battery was select enough 
for him to walk in, He now loiters in Tomp- 
kins Square. 
tering down Broadway, a connaisseur, looking 
at the pictures in the shop-windows, and com- 
paring one picture-shop window with another, 
as if they were Dresden and Munich, Florence 
and Rome. 

Often I see my old friend ride by, with four 
horses drawing the freight-car, as if it were a 
Tally-Ho. He sits on the brake, wearing a but- 
ton-hole bouquet; the coachman below drives 
the horses. At times he occupies the whole 
top of the freight-car, as a railway magnate 
does the interior of a palace-car when he travels 
about. Bucky McCann does not bow as he 
glides by. He has forgotten me. And we used 
to tramp together in the rain, and when he was 
tired I carried his sandwich instead of mine. 
I board at the one-cent restaurant; he dines 
at the Jim Fisk! 

I quiet my hunger with a two-cent devilled 
kidney. He enjoys an eight-cent beef-stew fit 
for a king. He indulges his palate with six- 
cent “picked-up codfish.” 1am content with 
a penny potato-ball. Where may Bucky Mc- 
Cann stop in his high career? Whither will his 
gilded chariot roll? Is it too much to say that 
he sees Hitchcock’s in the golden future ? 

I have seen Hitchcock’s only from across the 
way. I have said that I would take a half-holiday 
some rainy afternoon, when street-advertising 
was depressed by the weather, and go up and 
look in at the window. Such splendor would 
dazzle me! I might be embarrassed by it. Per- 
haps it would make me miserable. 

I had a friend who met with sudden luck and 
went to Hitchcock’s. He could not stand the 
prosperity. It drove him to drink. I remem- 
ber how he rushed out of Hitchcock’s and 
down into Mulberry Street and drank. His 


Sunny afternoons see him saun- ' 





brain was in a whirl, He was elated. Hitch- 
cock’s was like a dream to him. 

I, myself—JZ have dined at the Jim Fisk, You 
wouldn’t believe it to look at me. Iwas younger 
then—more prosperous— somewhat reckless, It 
was extravagant. It was high. But it was ele- 
gant and substantial. Such style! How great 
a multitude of waiters! What an infinite variety 
of dishes! ‘The air redolent of crisp cabbage 
and ruddy corned-beef; musical with ‘“ ‘Three 
out!” and “ Coffee-in-the-dark!”? I may never 
forget it. It was a thing to happen once in my 
life. Excuse me this excitement. 

Swell guest of the Jim Fisk, gay saunterer in 
Tompkins Square, be not too proud! You may 
not always be free of care. It was a proud day 
for one of my friends when he left park bench 
No. 26, where he had slept all winter, to have 
a room in a ten-cent lodging-house. I did not 
see him till two years after—then in the street, 
at midnight. ‘here he-stood, long-haired, hag- 
gard, restless, desolate. Never have I seen such 
a look of agony in another human face. It was 
that unutterable look of homelessness. The 
lodging-house had closed up. 

What glory had Tim McSherry when he 
stood on the great stage of Booth’s Theatre, 
before a vast and enthusiastic audience, a Ro- 
man citizen in the Forum! What a plaything 
—a mere toy—made he of Marc Antony! Now 
he jeered, now encouraged him. His feet seemed 
planted on the histrionic heights. Fleeting 
greatness! Three nights later he carried his 
lance out of line in “Othello.” His engage- 
ment was canceled, his day of glory was over. 

When Tom MeNickle “struck” a dollar and 
a half on a double-gig at policy, was there a 
prouder man in New York? Ah, the banquet 
at the Italian restaurant! ‘The courses! ‘The 
wine! The toasts! ‘Tom McNickle paying the 
score. Fifteen cents handed the cashier as if 
money were water, and ‘Tom McNickle had a 
reservoir of it! How many of us remember 
the box at Aberle’s; the peanuts between the 
acts; the lunch at the ginger-bread woman’s 





felt that day! Did his wealth last? A week 
later the millionaire McNickle moved slowly 
and soberly up Fifth Avenue “striking” the 
brown-stone fronts for pie. 
‘hus the man in the sandwich sign talked of 
his little world. 
* 


* * 


How far is it from the Battery to Tompkins 
Square? 

About as far as from a country law-office to 
Congress; from a journeyman tailor to a mer- 
chant tailor; an operative to a mill-owner; a 
workman to a capitalist. Yet do many mer- 
chant tailors, mill-owners, capitalists and Con- 
gressmen ride through their little world as proud 
as the tramp on the freight-car; and, what is 
more painful, their neighbors are as much over- 
come with awe as the man in the “ sandwich.” 


L. H. ‘Tupper. 








A RECENT SCIENTIFIC theory is to the effect 
that it is possible under certain conditions to 
hear color. We are very glad to know this, 
because when we are walking around at night 
when it is dark, and we have new clothes on, 
it will be gratifying to hear the green paint 
that has just been put on our enslaver’s front 
stoop. 


OUR ESTEEMED agricultural uncle, 7he Rural 
Mw Forker, published a cut called “ A Rabbit- 
Tight Fence.” If there is anything that fills 
our souls with chaste and lovely music, it is a 
good fence-scape. But now we should be happy 
to see our E, C. bring out a picture of a fence 
through which a cow can not crawl, over which 
two women can not jaw back at each other, or 
a base-ball fly and go through your window. 





‘THE DINNER-HorN—Chateau La Rose. 





EcGcep On—The Meretricious Actor. 








RANDALL SITS DOWN 














ON THE NAVY 




















AND GETS HURT. 
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CLOSE OF THE COMIC OPERA SEASON.—RETURN OF THE BALLET AND CHORUS GIRLS TO THE OLD LApigs’ IHlomr, 
The opera season ’s ended, IIushed is the gloomy basso, But where ’s the love.y chorus 
| Sweet strains in silence sink, The tenor young and fair, That, clad in pink and white, | 

| Orchestral thunders splendid Like colts released from lasso, Posed iuringly before us 

No more make gas-lights wink. They bound for Union Square. And shook the shapely’ tight? 

No clear soprano ringing There all the summer season O youth they left behind them! \ 
| Doth to the ceiling soar, They ’Il wait for calls for beer, You have n’t far to roam, 
| The ‘ Mascotte’s” music singing, And find some proud, rich reason It’s probable you Il find them | 
| | Or Strauss’s «* Merry War.” For being stranded here. In some ¢¢*Old Woman’s Home.” 
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| 
| A Bap PLAcE FoR CLuB AND CHURCH SCANDALS. He Doesn’r WEIGH ENOUGH. THE Horse-Race Ipiot’s Revery. 
| | Out of the courts, keep out of the courts; O Logan, John A. I.ogan, your-moustache is big and Betting on the races— | 
| Out of the newspaper’s thrilling reports. black, Bless me, this is fun, 
| | | That ’s Puck’s advice to club and to church— You have got a wild and Western sort of following at your back. Says the little clerklet, | 
| | Their internal disorders are n’t helped by a search. You are well supplied with gall, and you are well sup- Taking 4 to I. 
Out of the courts! if you don’t want to show plied with nerve; And the little clerklet, ' 
| | That though once you were pure as the b.s., And a lot of other matters your ambition for to serve; Ere the season ’s o’er, : 
| | You are now with the scandals ’twere wiser to hush But for the Presidency, if you are a candidate, Will, though rather poorer, | : 
: About as well « fixed” as the beautiful slush. You haven’t got the grammar, and you haven’t got the Know a damsite more. ) 
| weight. V.H.D., AP. | 
}| e Ik ecencrasercescecrene | | 


} ' 
\\ f 
| 























50 


rot. Kh. 








HOUSE-CLEANING. 





Thank heavens, house-cleaning comes but 
twice a year! If it came three times, we should 
have to return to a state of barbarism; there is 
no question about it. 

May and October are the great house-clean- 
ing months, and, fortunately, they are the two 
pleasantest months in the year. We can be 
turned out of house and home, these beautiful 
days, with something like a feeling of true res- 
ignation. ‘The smell of soap and cedar- oil 
only makes the unpolluted air of the outer 
world seem sweeter and purer. The sight of a 
carpet hung on the line back of the house only 
makes an expeditious return to the fairer scen- 
ery of Nature’s landscape more delightful and 
soothing. The sound of the mop-rag and the 
tack-hammer makes the purling of brooks and 
the wind in the trees unwontedly charming. 
In fact, one is almost glad to have the house- 
cleaning season come around, in order that he 
may be helped to a deeper and keener appre- 
ciation of the beauties and delights of Nature. 
Every cloud has its silver lining. 

The first intimation of the great domestic 
upheaval which is about to take place is the 
arrival of the soap-man at the back door with 
a huge box of soap. If you are lucky enough 
to observe this indication of the approaching 
storm, you may be able to save some of your 
most precious possessions. Lose not a moment. 
Fly to ‘your den, and gather all your treasures 
into an old overcoat or salt-bag. ‘Tie the bun- 
dle securely, and place where you will not for- 
get it on your way to business, Then look after 
the more bulky articles of value. If you have 
a gun or fishing-rod, climb up and put them on 
top of the book-case. No woman can get up 
there—unless she should find out, somehow, 
that you have secreted part of your property 
there. In which case she would climb up and 
dust it with a wet rag if it took aleg. Many 
a fine fowling-piece has been spoiled in this 
very manner. Your books will have to take it. 
You can do nothing for them. Expect, when 
you come home, to find them all piled out in 
the hall, sprawled open, mixed up, and gener- 
ously sprinkled with water from the pail with 
which the industrious assistant of your wife’s 
labors has waddled to and fro. Then they will 
have to be dusted before they can go back, of 
course; and if you get out of it with seven or 
eight whole and unsoiled volumes, you may 
count yourself more fortunate than the majority 
of your brother sufferers. 

Anything that you have around in the way 
of papers, manuscript, note-books or anything 
of the sort, you will, of course, look to first of 
all. If you have a drawer with a good stout 
lock on it, put them in there. Your wife will 
rummage all your old trousers for the key, so 
that she can gather up the thimbleful of dust 
which she is sure must have accumulated inside 
your table; but, if you have room in your pock- 
ets, take every key with you. If not, drop them 
down the well. They can be fished up after- 
ward with a magnet. Don’t let your wife see 
you carrying out your sack of valuables. If 
she does, she will insist on dusting every par- 
ticular article. 

Well, you are safely away from the house, 
having taken all the above precautions, and, 
albeit with somewhat of a heavy and appre- 
hensive heart, you take your way to store or 


office, and bury your apprehensions in business | 


cares, At midday—or at evening, if you are 
a city man—you return in an abstracted frame 
of mind, but are brought to a disagreeable con- 
sciousness of the state of affairs by a distant, 
sickening smell of soap. Then you get the 
whole blast right in the face—soap, cedar-oil, 
benzine, tar, burned cloth, dust, bonfire smoke 
—but no dinner. Entering with sad heart, you 
find yourself in the midst of a scene of desola- 
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tion and confusion which would make the most 
affectionate husband in the world long for the 
days of bachelordom. 

No carpets on the floors; no curtains on the 
windows; no furniture on its own legs; no 
pictures on the walls; no dry place to step; no 
wet place to wash; no sort of a place to sit 
down; no room to stand up — worst of all, no 
sign of a repast or whiff of anything cooking. 
As you stand forlorn and weak-kneed, trying 
to make out what room you are in, anyway, 
and where the stairs are, and what there is left 
to make life worth living, a howl of disgust 
drives you half way across the room, and you 
turn to see the buxom genius of all this desola- 
tion pointing to the floor and wailing in shrill 
tones: “Oh, mum! mum! Come here and see 
what Mishter Jones has brought in on his shoes 
—oh, mum!” 

You look down and perceive that your dusty 
soles have left a dim imprint on the moist floor, 
and horror seizes you and great trembling. 
Your wife comes in ana joins her voice to that 
of the virago with the mop, and you are glad to 
flee away with a whole skin, albeit empty as you 
came. A benevolent restaurant-keeper satisfies 
the cravings of your exhausted system for fifty 
cents, and you return to your office, or wander 
in the dewy fields until it is time to seek the 


| embraces of restoring sleep. You find your 


cheap restaurant are over. 


wife in a state of great indignation because 
she has been obliged to keep your supper wait- 
ing so long; and a gleam of hope rises in your 
breast that perhaps the horrors of dining at a 
But when you see 
your supper, you excuse yourself on the ground 
that you are not hungry, and straightway fly to 
the vender of doubtful edibles and replenish 
your system and his coffers to the extent of fifty 
cents more. 








Then you sneak home to find out what sleep- 
ing arrangements have been made. As you 
enter the door you reflect that you had about 
as soon sleep in a vault, anyway, so far as hu- 
midity is concerned; and you wonder if your 
wife won’t be laid up with rheumatism to-mor- 
row. You find her, however, peacefully re- 
posing on the lounge, and a blanket is spread 
out on the floor, apparently for the comfort of 
your weary bones. The three children are 
slumbering in the only intact bed in the house. 
You groan in spirit; but there is no alternative. 
All night long you flatten yourself against those 
hard, wet planks; and when you get up—not 
wake up—in the morning, you find that you, 
and not your wife, have the rheumatism. 

So it goes on, for four or five mortal days. 
Your strength is well-nigh exhausted; your 
health is breaking down. On the fourth day 
you call upon a divorce lawyer and inform 
him that unless something extraordinary hap- 
pens you will give him a job to-morrow. But 
to-morrow comes, and the prospect is brighter. 
Carpets are going down again. Meals are being 
cooked, beds corded up. By night the house 
looks quite home-like. You are reconciled. 
Peace returns; the soap smell drifts away. In 
a week things are as dirty as ever. 

PAUL PASTNOR. 








RUSKIN SAys that any woman can make her 
mouth smaller by sweet, bright thoughts. Now, 
if this be true, would it not be a good scheme 
for young ladies with large mouths to sit and 
think about ice-cream all day? We think it 
would be a splendid idea; because if, by this 
system, she should succeed in reducing the di- 
mensions of her mouth, it would also be a hea- 
venly boon to the young man who pays for her 
| ice-cream, 
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A POODLE’S ADVICE. 





It soon will be July, 
And we shall have to fly 
To dodge the scap-net of the man who gleans the poor 


i yi. 
I am a brave old Skye, 
And yet it fills my eye 
With tears when I reflect that the dog-days are drawing 
nigh. 
We are the Poundman’s pie, 
He steals us on the sly, 
And spends the gain he thus secures on gin and rock- 
and-rye. 
And that ’s the reason why 
I ask you all to try 
To steal away beneath the barn and there through sum- 
mer lie. 
Be cautious and be shy, 
And never yearn or sigh, 
Or try to tear the muzzles off your masters on you tie. 
For if you do, good-by; 
The scapper cool and spry 
May sell you to a Chinaman, who ’Il cook you in a pie. 
Now listen to my cry: 
O go not forth to pry 
Around ash-heaps when Sirius is booming round the 
sky. 
Now farewell, little Fi, 
Be sure remember my 
Advice to you when summer comes, or you ’Il be high 
and dry. 








ON THE PORCH. 


They were sitting on the front porch together, look- 
ing out across the field through the net-work of leafless 
vines that swung lightly about in the passing breeze. It 
looked like the first day of summer—a real come-to-stay 
summer day, The sun was shining down on the twink- 
ling grass, over which the robins were hopping and filling 
the air with their lovely melodies. 





Over in the meadow the brook was purling along, and 
the wild birds were building their nests in the stone 
wails and in the apple-trees, whose buds were just get- 
ting ready to blow. The sweet poetic hush that brooded 
on wood and hill was undisturbed, except by the occa- 
sional shibboleth directed at the plodding plow - horse 
by the driver. 

‘¢ The birds are building now,” murmured Caramella. 

The young man put his foot up on the railing and 
fixed his back against one of the posts, and replied: 

“«¢ Yes, I see they are.” 

‘Tt must be lovely to live on a swinging bough, sur- 
rounded by cool, melodious leaves, and lead a pure Ar- 
cadian life, must it not?” 

‘‘No nest for me, thank you; the swinging motion 
would make me sea-sick, and I like a roof. Just think 
of it, to sleep in a nest in a rain-storm, and after the 
storm have great drops come down off the leaves in your 
eyes every time the wind blows.” 

** Do you think the trees will soon be in blossom?” 

“‘ Think they will—think they will. The buds are be- 
ginning to swell, and soon the apple-orchard will be a 
tender symphony of snow. I like the time when blos- 
soms flutter in the air, and the pink arbutus trails along 
the wood, where girls in Dolly Vardens dig sassafras 
and trip along full of song and sunshine. 

‘* The butterflies and humming-birds will soon be here 
fluttering around the tiger-lilies and roses, and it will be 
pleasant to walk down in the cool, fragrant garden, and 





sit under the shadiest tree, and listen to the drowsy mono- 
tone of the myriad insects in the adjoining fields, and see 
great mountains of snow driiting down the blue of a 
charmed day,” 

*¢ Then you are anxious for summer to arrive?” asked 
Caramella. 

‘«* Not as anxious as I used to be.” 

«¢ But why are you not?” she asked, with some anxiety, 
as she looked fondly up in his face. 

He glanced down in her deep, mysterious brown eyes, 
now lovelier than ever before, and said: 

‘¢ Because there are no seats in last year’s trousers!” 

And when she was restored to consciousness, a few 
moments later, he had fled like a sweet and gentle dream. 

R. K, MUNKITTRICK. 








*€ Ou, YES,”’ said the railroad guide: ‘I know I ain’t 
much now; but just wait for about a month and a half, 
and see how important I shall be. People who won’t 
look at me now will run after me to find out when the 
5:40 train arrives. I shall be run after like a potentate, 
and many people will think I am the President, being 
hunted down by people who would like to become post- 
masters, or something of that sort. And I'll check 
their baggage wrong, and they will be afraid. to saya 
word. Oh, no, I know I don’t amount to anything 
now, but just wait for a month and a half, that’s all!” 


Answers for the Aurion, 


JAMiIg£.—Gone to join the last (11,735th) instaliment of 
wasted cat-stories. 

R. R. McCE.—We haven't seen it, and, to tell you the 
truth, we haven’t missed it, 

ALTHEA.—Very tender and spring-like;. but we have 
put it where the summer won't be too hot for it. 


B. WiLKEs.—There is an opening for an active and 
energetic discoverer in Central Africa, and the natives 
don't mind if he zs a poet. 

J. McComs.—What terms will we make with you? 
Well, well, we don’t know, What are you good for? 
Porter? Brakeman? Car-conductor? Oh, poet? God 
bless you, young man, get away—avaunt—scat! 

GIFFORD.—Don’t kill him in the spring-time, Gifford. 
It is a sad, sweet time to die in, and he is so young and 
fair. Give him a show to worry through the summer and 
get his fine work in on ice-cream and roast clams and 
daisies and buttercups. What earthly use is a dead poet 
in the spring-time? Why, Gifford, he’s no better than a 
dead horse or a dead giveaway, or any other dead, dumb, 
wearied thing. No, Gifford, we can’t have you dribbling 
your pathos around in this way. It is altogether too 
valuable to be wasted. Keep your poet alive until sum- 
mer, and then a sunstroke or an indignant populace or 
something will kill him. It'll be all right, anyway. 
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Anp His Litrrie LEtTrer To THE EDITor. 
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dear puck 
jim jonson ses i am getten my car Toons 
doun fine jim jonson nose he is In the rrst clas 
he cann lik eney boy in the Scool he is a tarer 
an no miss Take 
i cen you this weak A car Toon on the mes- 


sware an moast of Them smoke thay ar a Tuf 
lott evry tiem an dond you for Gett it 

this car Toon Rep ressents a mesenjer boy 
whoo has Bin corled to go four a Docter four 


is ferefull sic and he is mad to he is kikin an 
he had A rite 





has gotter collic he feals bad butt He is a sayen 
i wil make that mesenjer boy feal wurs wen i 
| gett A holed of him 





enjer boys thay ar frawds an i no it thay all | 


the old Man in the leftand cornor the old Man | 


he has bin Waten won ouer an a haf an he 





i dident hav roum for wat he is a sayen on 
this side of the slaight so i putt it On the other 
| cide 
| the mesenjer boy is a lenin a genst an ash 
baril he is redin a boys paper he is redin A 
| bout Gorey jorj the Bloud staned terrer of the 
| alley ganeys i hav red it it Is big 
i hav drorn a lam post doun in the ritand 
cornor jim jonson ses it is a Bos lampost i hav 
idrorn It from Nachure i woud like to hav mr 
opper coppy it nex time he drors a lam post he 
_is Way of on lam posts genrelly 
iam doin this in school tiem It is verry ris- 
key if i gett cort it wil be a coled Day four me 
‘so now i wil now cloas 
youers in A hurrey 
freddy 
ps cen bac the slaight kineder quiker than 
you Did las tiem it was a clothes corl four me 
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PUCK. 





“BEWARE.” 





Pretty little maiden, 
Eyes of hazel hue, 

Hair of darkest color, 
Tresses not a few. 


In the hammock sitting, 
«¢Cupid’s arrow” there, 
Any one to enter, 
Legend says ‘* Beware!” 


Moonlight brightly shining, 
River murmurs near; 

Pretty maid reclining, 
Says she has no fear. 


“Cupid’s bow” uplifted, 
Arrow quickly flies, 
And her heart is rifted 
As she softly sighs. 
FRANK A, SUTTON. 


Yes, Mr. Sutton, this is a very nice poem. 
and it is true enough, too, so far as it goes, 
But, bless your dear soul, it doesn’t go anything 
like far enough. You haven’t got at the real 
poetry of the situation. You have rifted her 
heart, which is a poetical way of saying that he 
and she are engaged. 





Now, then, Mr. Sutton. Here’s the field for 
your genius. You have the grand chance of 
your life to write some more flowing stanzas, 
telling how the young man goes rustling around 
for an engagement-ring; how she wants him to 
call on her every day and stay three hours 
longer than he ought to; how she doesn’t see 
why he can’t get away from that horrid busi- 
ness an hour earlier, when she is waiting for 
him; how he has to write to her every day 
when he is away, whether he has anything to 
say or not; and a few other beauties of love 
may be touched upon. 

Hitch up your muse in the traces of Truth, 
Mr. Sutton, and just give us a solid, realistic 
picture of what an engagement really is when 
it gets started. 








THE sugar flows out of the maple, 
The blossom is white on the limb, 
The fence wears the bill of the circus, 
The boys are beginning to swim; 

Hotels at the seaside and mountains 
To advertise now do not fail, 
And the ball breaks the first-baseman’s 
fingers, 
Or rips off a nail. 





TROCHES. 





A Goop Sicn—On and after June 1st this 
Store will Close at 3 p. M. Saturdays, 





H. R. Haweis has just printed his “ Musical 
Memoirs,”’ but we don’t suppose the book con- 
tains such a reminiscence as: “The moon 
peeped from behind the clouds, and I saw her 
peerless face as she leaned languidly on the win- 
dow-sill, Then I gave my guitar a few prelim- 
inary thrums, opened my mouth, and was 
knocked down head-first among the tiger-lilies 
by a brick hurled from a higher window.” 





So you are anxious to ascertain what a pine 
needle is, eh? That’s right; whenever you are 
groping in the devious paths of golden doubt, 
always come to us and we will try to clear up 
the mystery. Some people are afraid to ask 
questions, for fear of exposing their ignorance 
by so doing. But you, gentle Florence, come 
out with a sweet, sophomoric grace and ask: 
What is a pine needle? and we reply with great 
pleasure: One of those sticks which butchers 
thrust through beef, and which are vulgarly 
termed “ skewers.” 








SKETCHES FROM THE DIAMOND-FIELD. 





Our Same Old Pitcher (who was somewhat 
disabled last season) will resume his functions, 


The « Left ” Fielder. 





Our Champion Batter Has Ac- 
quired a Boss Record. 





Doing Great Work. 











A Lightning ‘« Short-Stop.” 


The Champion « Fly-Catcher ”’ is 





Johnny Invents a Patent ‘ Back-Stop.” 




















The Biggest «* Kicker” in Our Nine. 


















































PUCK. 





A USEFUL PATENT. 


The magnificently embroidered portiére, 
which was intended for a drop-curtain for the 
Madison Square Theatre, but didn’t have gold 
oysters in it and hence was rejected, was hast- 
ily pushed aside, and an over-excited individ- 
ual attired in an ulster duster and a last sum- 
mer’s straw hat peered into the sanctum and 
restlessly cast his eyes over the members of the 
Puck staff, who were reclining in luxurious atti- 
tudes upon plush divans feeding cockroaches 
to the alligators. 

“Have you a Patent Editor ?”’ he demanded. 

The Goat Editor languidly regarded him 
through a jeweled opera-glass, and replied: 

“We have not. We had one. He had ma- 
chinery inside, and you wound him up and he 
got off humorous things for four hours and 
twenty minutes. He was very useful until the 
junior alligator devoted an idle moment to 
chewing his leg, and then something inside of 
him broke and he kept on getting off the same 
joke at intervals for weeks at atime. We sold 
him to Punch, and they tried to fix him; but 
that made him worse, and he now produces 
that joke on the installment plan, sidewise and 
upside down and ’thwartships and diagonally 
and transversely. Since the scare about Irish 
dynamite machines they’ve been afraid to use 
him very often. Still, occasionally they —” 

“No, no, I don’t mean a machine like that,”’ 
interrupted the visitor: “I mean have you got 
an editor who knows all about patents ?”’ 

“Oh, yes, certainly; come right in. Climb 
over the gilded railing and please don’t scratch 
it with your boots. Do you observe those three 
shelves of Patent Office Reports in the corner ? 
You can take this glass if you don’t. You do? 
Very well. Every one here, from the publisher 
to the office-boy, spends his Sundays in reading 
them as a preventive from being too funny. Now 
what did you desire to be informed about ?”’ 

“T want to get a patent.” 

“ That’s a praiseworthy desire, and, no doubt, 
influenced by the purest patriotic motives.” 

“Tt is. My patent is about poetry.” 

The Editor put down his opera-glass, and 
toyed carelessly with a dynamite gun. 

“Do you write it ?” 

“ No, I don't write it. 
written,” 

“Did you want to contract for it by the 
hogshead or by the cauldron? We have unex- 
ampled facilities for supplying it at two cents 
a pound, five off at thirty days, and ten at spot 
cash,’ interrupted the Financial Editor, jing- 
ling the loose gold in his trousers-pockets. 

“No, not exactly; you see, I—” 

“ We could measure you and take your order.” 

“No, thanks. Fact is, I have invented a plan 
—a plan—-you’ll swear never to mention it ?— 
well, it’s a process for making poetry into ham!” 

“ Pshaw, that’s old. Why, Edison—” 

“Oh, of course.” 

“We were about to say that Edison—”’ 

“1 know you were.” 

“Will you permit me to continue? Edison 
has a patent for putting newspaper that has 
been used to wrap up ham into the inside of 
church-fair ham-sandwiches.” 

“Oh, is that all? Well, my scheme isn’t 
like that.” 

“Well, fire away — unfold it.” 


I utilize it after it’s 








“You have, say, now, at the end of the spring | 


season, a ton of spring poetry in the cellar.” 

“ Are you a coal-dealer ?” 

“No, I’m not—what the devil has that got to 
do with my plan ?”’ 

“Nothing; only we like to be accurate. If 
you were a coal-dealer we should say we hada 
ton of spring poetry, as you remark, and you 
would understand us. As you are not a coal- 
dealer, we have to be explicit and say we have 
1,242 pounds.” 
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Puck’s IDEA OF AN INVENTION THAT WOULD SAVE TIME FoR Our FAsT-EATING AMERICANS. 








“Very well. You are aware of Bismarck’s 
attitude toward American pork, and that you 
can’t export it into Germany, are you not ?”’ 

“We are.” 

“Precisely. Well, vou can get poetry through 
the German Custom-House, can’t you ?”’ 

“Is this a retaliatory scheme ? If so, Senator 
Logan is the proper—”? 

“No, it isn’t. You get your poetry into Ger- 
many—good. Then you set up your factory at 
Ehrenbreitenstein, or some other place, and con- 
vert it into ham. There you are. You sell your 
ham and dodge Bismarck, Simple, isn’t it ?”’ 

“ Beautiful.”’ 

“Thought you’d say so. Now, what I want 
to know is, can I get a patent for that scheme 
from the Patent Office ?”’ 

“ Where ?”” 

“ The Patent Office at Washington.’ 

“No, sir. No, dear boy. ‘The business of 
the United States Patent Office is not to grant 
patents, but to find out how not to do so. Your 
invention is, no doubt, highly meritorious, and 
will confer an incalculable boon. Some inven- 
tions don’t confer boons, but this one does. 
Furthermore, if by some oversight Mr. Edison 
didn’t invent it, it may be wholly original. The 
question, then, is how much badgering and stu- 
pidity and ignorance from the individuals who 
are being educated at the expense of this glo- 
rious country until they learn enough to begin 
practice as patent-agents on their own hook 
can you stand? If your hide is thick, you may 
extract a patent, and then somebody will organ- 
ize a company to infringe it, and float the stock 
at par, and the gulls will take it in, and you'll 
sue them, and they’ll produce a book printed 
in Kamtschatka in the 12th century which tells 
all about your contrivance, or find a man in 
Central Montana who invented it before the 
war, and then you'll pay the little bills of the 
lawyers and give your gigantic intellect wholly 
to the invention of a new tramp route: 

‘ Dost thou like the picture, Pauline?’” 

“T guess I won’t pattnt it. Ill give it to 
the public.’’ 

“That resolve is money in your pocket.”’ 

“JT do it this way: I put the poetry in a— 
what’s the matter with that thing ?”? 

The senior alligator snapped his jaws uneasi- 
ly, and rolled his eyes in a circular and extra- 
ordinary manner. 

“Nothing. He’s naturally the most amiable 
insect in the world; but the office-boy has been 
reading the decisions of the last Commissioner 
of Patents aloud to him lately, because we 
thought they would soothe him and put him to 


| sleep; but we think the infernal absurdity of 


the things have reacted unfavorably on his tem- 
per. Don’t mind him. Go on.” 





“Well, I put the poetry in a hopper A—”’ 

“ What’s a hopper A ?” 

“ A hopper—just a hopper—a simple, plain, 
unvarnished hopper that I designate by the 
letter A.” 

“What made you pick out A? Why not 
some other letter? Why not Z or Q, now ?” 

“‘ Because I chose to. If you are so baldly 
and irretrievably mule-headed: that you can’t 
understand that, you’d better set up an oppo- 
sition Patent Office right off.” 

“All right—no offense —we apologize. Hen- 
ry, take the little alligator out of the beer-can, 
and give the gentleman a drink.” 

“No, I don’t want any. I put the poetry in 
a hopper A, which contains a rotary articulated 
plunger B.’’ 

“ Where did you capture it?” 

“Capture what ?”’ 

“The rotary articulated plunger. 
cious ?” 

“Ferocious, you cussed ignoramus — how 
could it be ferocious? It’s a machine.’’ 

“ Oh.’? 

“ Well, in front of the plunger there’s a fun- 
nel, and back of the funnel there’s a box in 
which I rig a car-spring C. Now I put a pig 
in the box, and back him up against the car- 
spring, and poke the funnel down his throat. 
Of course he tries to back out, and the more 
he backs, the more he pushes the spring, and 
that slides him up on the funnel, and works 
the articulated plunger, which jams the poetry 
down his throat and fills him up. And then a 
spout from a can of dyspepsia medicine dis- 
charges into the poetry, and that makes him 
digest the poetry rapidly, and, of course, the 
more he eats, the more ham he makes, and— 
Oh! Hi! Here! ‘Take it off! Murder!!!” 


# 


Is it fero- 


# * 

The senior alligator slowly crawled back to 
his box, licking his lips. 

* ’ * 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

In reply to your query, I beg to say that 
there are no recorded experiments as to the 
time an alligator (crocodilius Floridensis) takes to 
digest a straw hat, a set of false teeth, and a 
bundle of drawings. 1 should imagine, how- 
ever, that the period is no longer than is requi- 
site for the proper digestion of a linen duster 
and a paper collar, with which you are doubt- 
less familiar.* I quite agree with you that the 
animal will need no more food this summer. 
Apoplexy in alligators is rarely cured. 


Yours very truly, 
A. AGassiz. 





* We are not. We never eat them.—Ep. Puck. 
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SPRING-TIME MEMORIES. 


The soft winds of May were 
whispering an unwhispered whis- 
per around the outskirts of the an- 
cient village of Hoboken, N. J. 
The moon was on its last quarter, 
and was making good time as it 
climbed up the blue, star-salted , 
vault of heaven. | 

A few little cloudlets, about the | 
size of two-cent postage - stamps, 
were floating around generally in 
a sort of loose and careless man- 
ner, as if they had nothing in par- 
ticular to do. ‘They hadn’t. The 
brook near by was murmuring 
with a sort of mute-on-the-strings 
piano murmur, and the restless 
swaying of the willow branches on 
its margin worked in a kind of 
Runic rhyme accompaniment. Al- 
together it was a prime May night. 

Brother Pete Maguff, philoso- 
pher and artist in white, was sitting 
in his cabin. On the table reposed 
the remains of a ham and half a 
pitcher of bad Hoboken cider. 
Brother Pete was nursing an aged 
and wind-broken banjo with only 
one string. Upon that one string 
Brother Pete could only play one 
tune—the long metre doxology. 
After he had played it for the 
ninth time, some one rapped upon 
the door. 

“Come in, dar,”’ said Pete. 

‘The door opened and in walked 
Brother Squeezeout Peabody, a 
shining light among the dusky 
population of West Hoboken. 

“Why, Brudder Squeezeout,” 








THE QUEEN OF THE MAY. | 





A VEGETARIAN’S FANCY. 


feet down inter a post-hole wot I’d 
ben diggin’, shoveled in de dirt, 
an’ let him sprout! In less’n tree 
houahs he had a newscalp growed, 
an’ de har kem out onter it ’foah 
night.” 

Brother Squeezeout rose to his 
feet slowly and solemnly, and start- 
ed for the door. 

“Brudder Pete Maguff,” said 
he, as he went out: ‘I dunno wot 
yore ’ligion am, but yo’ll find de 
sun a heap hottah in de nex’ wuld 
dan it ebber war in Wirginny. 

W. J. HENDERSON. 








A BUZZARD with a bell dang- 
ling from his neck is flying around 
over the State of Georgia, and 
whenever the negros hear the mel- 
low tinkle of the tiny bell they 
quit work, But in the morning 
the boss may ding-dong a thrilling 
alarum on a plantation bell that 
can be heard five miles, and he 
can keep on ringing until his arms 
ache and the bell cracks, and then 
twenty per cent of the darkeys will 
groan and roll over in bed and wait 
to be dragged out and “wanter 
know how ’nybody gwine ter git 
up ’n a mawnin’ ef nobody doan’ 
ring de bell?”—Burlington Hawk- 
eve. 

“Wake up!’’ exclaimed Mrs. 
Mulberry in a fond whisper, as 
she punched the fond Mulberry in 
the short ribs with her elbow the 
other night: “wake up; I’m sure 
I hear burglars down in the din- 








said Pete: “I done tought yo’ 
war dead an’ berried, I hain’t seed yo° in so 
long. How j’ye do?” 

“Ise putty well now, Brudder Pete,” was the 
reply: “I didn’t feel quite so well when de spring 
was on, ’case de spring wind allus gits inter my 
bones an’ kinder gibs me de rumaticks; but Ise 
done gone feelin’ bully now.” 

“ Dis hyar war a putty consid’ ble pert spring,” 
remarked Brother Pete. 

“Yas,” said Brother Squeezeout: “?’Twar 
*bout right fur spring. I mind when I war a 
boy, dey didn’t hab no sech springs ez dey hab 
now.” 

“ Gorramighty, Brudder Squeezeout, yo’ am 
mighty right, ’n don’t yo’ furgit it.” 

“Yas, yas, chile, l’mallus right, umph, umph.” 

“ Wot kinder spring does yo’ member, Brud- 
der Squeezeout ?” 

“ Wal, dey war de kinder spring when t’ings 
growed de way dey oughter. A man c’u’d raise 
*leben or eight crawps o” peas in dem dar ye- 
ahs, an’ hab some chance o’ makin’ a squar’ 
libbin’. An’ den de hay crawps war good, too.” 

“Tell us all *bout dem, Brudder Squeeze- 
out.” 

‘Nuh, chile, nuh; yo’ wou’dn’ b’liebe it.” 

“Yas, sah, yas, sah; dis hyar niggah b’liebe 
mos’ anyt’ing,”’ 

“ Berry well, den. My oncle useter keep a 
big fahm down in Wirginny, an’ I useter lib on- 
ter it wid him. So I recommember one spring 
wot we had when t’ings growed powahful. My 
oncle war lukin’ out fur a chance to make 
money, an’ so he had hees hay crawp an’ hees 
peas crawp planted airly. Wal, doggone me 
fur pickles ef ebber yo’ seed hay grow like dat! 
‘Two days arter de seed war sowed de hay war 
two inches high. Same time de peas war a- 
comin’ right ’long, too. 
hay war up so high dat, my oncle, sez he ter 
me, sez he, it war time fur ter cut de hay. So 
we turned outen de house airly in de mawnin’ 











an’ went ter wuck a-cuttin’? de hay. Golly! 
Putty soon my aunty she kem a-sailin’ down, 
an’ sez she ter we, sez she, de peas am so ripe 
dat ef dey hain’t picked ’mejiately, dey’d spile 
’fore night by dryin’ on de wines, Wal, den 
we went up an’ picked away at de peas, leabin’ 
one man ter rake up de hay wot we’d cut down. 


| Gorramighty! ’Fore de arternoon kem on de 


man kem up, an’ sez he ter we, sez he, dat de 
hay war dryin’ up an’ runnin’ ter seed. Wal, 
we went down an’ cut de rester de hay, an’ den 
kem back an’ picked peas all night, leabin’ 
two men fur ter git de hay raked up. Wat yo’ 
tink happened ?” 

‘Dunno, Brudder Squeezeout; putty hahd 
ter tell wot war gwine ter happen in Wirginny 
dat spring.”” ; 

“Wal,” said Brother Squeezeout, without 
noticing the innuendo: “de grass gone growed 
so fast dat night dat it upsot all de piles wot 
we'd raked up in de day, an’ we had ter cut 
an’ rake bofe all de nex’ day; so more’n half 
de durned peas went ter seed, fell offen de wine 
inter de ground, an’ de nex’ day dere war a 
new crop putty nigh ready fur ter “be picked.” 

*Brudder Squeezeout,” said Pete: “dat 
’minds me ob wot happened ter my fadder one 
o’ dem big springs down in Wirginny.” 

“Wot war dat?” inquired Brother Squeeze- 


| out, looking suspicious. 


Inside ob a week de | 


* De ole man went on a eel-feeshin’ ’scurshin 
one night, an’ de eelin’ warn’t good. So de 
ole man drank up all de lemonade wot he had 
in de flask, an’ didn’t git home fur two days. 
Wen he did come home, my mudder—she war 
powahful strong—jes grabbed de ole man by 
de har an’ stahted fur ter pull it all out by de 
roots. But de har war tougher dan de scalp, 
an’ ’stid o’ de har comin’ out de whole blame 
scalp kem off.” 

“Gorramighty! Did de ole man die ?”’ 

“No, sah! My mudder jes stuck de ole man’s 





ing-room.” : 

* Don’t disturb them, then,” said the drowsy 
Mulberry, turning over on the other side: “ be 
just as quiet as you can, and maybe they’ll eat 
some of that fruit-cake you have in the pantry.” 
— Yonkers Gazette, 


First Western Desperado.—‘ Well, did you 
kill old Colonel Rich ?” ‘ 

Second Desperado —“ Yes, I fotched him.” 

“ How did you do it.”’ 

“I found him riding on his horse along a 
lonely road and had plenty of time to aim,” 

‘But where is his horse ?” 

“T did not touch that.” 

“Did not take the horse?” 

“Certainly not. In this section they will 
hang a man for stealing a horse.”»—Philadelphia 
Call. 





—‘‘ Will the coming man smoke?” was settled by 
Prof. Fisk in his charming pamphlet. He says, more- 
over, that the rational way to use tobacco is through the 
pipe. All agree that only the best tobacco should be 
used. Which is the best? That to which nature has 
contributed the most exquisite flavors. Blackwells Dur- 
ham Long Cut fills the bill completely. Don’t be de- 
ceived when you buy. The Durham Bull trade-mark 
is on every genuine package. 








Lundborg’s Perfume, Fdenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 





CASTORIA. 
When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Ch ld, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became a Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 


Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 33, 38, 45, 46, 50, 53» 
54, 56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 108, 109 and 122 
of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 
per copy. 
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ELL YOUR DRUGGIST 
YOU WANT 


FRED’K BROWN’S 





WHEN CRAMPED you have 
no time to experiment. YOU 
WANT RELIEF, if possible, 
AT ONCE. 














COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


FOR ILLUS. .36R) CATALOGUE 


THE POPE MFC CO. 


597 WASHN ST.,BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 Warren St., NEW YORK. 


Pachimann & Moelich, 


$63 Canal St., N. Y., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
W.tches, D amonds, Jewelr, 
Silverware, Clocks, Sp ctacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., e'c. 


Established 1838. Price-list Free. 
Repairing a Specialty. 


50 Golden Beauties, &c. Cards with name, 10 cents. Present 
0 Sek each pack. TUTTLE BROS., North Haven, Ct. 


Send six ag tor postage, and receive 
&. a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 

7 right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure. At once address True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 





















“SCOTTY.” 
Scotty ’s dead! Of course he is! 
Just that same old luck of his!— 
Ever sence we went cahoots 
He’s been first, you bet your boots! 
When our schoolin’ just begun— 
Got two whippin’s to my one: 
Stole and smoked the first cigar; 
Stood up first before the bar, 
Drinkin’ whiskey straight—and me 
Wastin’ time on blackberry! 
Beat me in the army, too, 
And clean on the whole way through! 
In more scrapes around the camp, 
And more troubles on the tramp; 
Fought and fell there by my side 
With more bullets in his hide, 
And more glory in the cause—- 
That’s the kind o’ man he was! 
Luck liked Scotty more than me: 
I got married: Scotty, he 
Never even would apply 
For the pension-money I 
Had to beg of Uncle Sam— 
That’s the kind o’ cuss I am! 
Scotty always first and best — 
Me the last and ornriest! 
Yet, for all that’s said and done— 
All the battles fought and won— 
We ain’t prospered —him nor me— 
Both as pore as pore could be, 
‘Though we’ve always, up till now, 
Stuck together, anyhow— 
Scotty always, as I’ve said, 
Luckier, and now he ’s dead! 
—Jas, Whitcomb Riky, in Chicago Current, 

“ Do birds think ?”’ asks a writer in opening 
a current article. If they do, we should like 
to know what a canary-bird thinks of the wo- 
man who stands up on a chair and “talks baby” 
through the brass wires of the cage.— Providence 
Star. 

‘THE question of the hour—what time is it ? 
A loan exhibition—a pawnbroker’s window.— 
Boston Post. 

Angostura Bitters is a household word all over the world, 
For over 50 years it has advertised itself by its merits. It is now 


advertised to warn the public against counterfeits. The genuine 
article is manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 

















Beauty and Fragrance 


A:e Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By thse who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 
from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 





sce PIANOS «:: 
Square sums 


sical First Prize in tse ial Exhibition, Philadel- 
phia, 76. 
Received First Prize Se Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882. 

The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 

among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & CO,, 
Nos. 149 to 155 East 4th Street, New York. 
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THE FINEST 


13 First Prize Medals. By W.S. Kimball & Co, 








we, Ordo 
he Poin fre 
Ww bounces * 
Ted Lar 


9eobuth Y 


wn ar 
Cr. aq“ 


bet. 26 eay® 





** How wonderfully cheap !”’ 

** Did you « ver see such for the money 2” 
- Perfectly astonishing at the price "° 
«This beats all other publications 

**Only 25 cents! Marvelous eal 

** How can they be afforded ?”’ 


yee 


** You ought to sell millions ! 
Similar exclamations we hear daily. 


HITCHCOCK'S 
20c. STANDARD COLLECTIONS 


—OFr— 


OLD AND NEW SONGS, 


With Accompaniments for Piano or Organ. 
Each book 128 pages. Four ready, only 25 cents each 
Mailed for 33 cents each. 


Remit by Postal Orders, Postal Notes, or Bills in registered let- 
ters. Postage Stamps are acceptable. 


BENJ. W. HITCHCOCK, 166 Nassau St, 


SUN BUILDING, New York. 
Opposite City Hall, near Brooklyn Bridge. 
Wholesale Orders should be sent to The American 
News Company and its Branches. 








One set 6 Handsome ont: Border, Silver Steel! Spoons 
Perfect imitation of Coin Silver, very durable, will not tarnish. 
Send 24 cents in stamps to pay the postage, ‘packing, &c., and 
agree to show the spoons and act as agent for our Silver 
Ware, and we will send you free of charge, 8 set of 6 spoons 
in a nice casket, and our 50 page book telling how you can make 
from #8 to®S a day. ploesy refunded if not satisfactory. 
BABCOCK & CO., Centerbrook, Ct. 





slegs ant Band Ring $1. Agt’s book and Ill’d byentamn List 


40:: Lovely Chromo Cards, name im script 10c.; 11 pks.with 
FRANKLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Ct. 

















LYON & HEALY, 3 


State & Monroe Sts., Chicago, 
Will send you their , ii 

BAND CATALOGUE / 
for 1584, 140 pages. 300 engravings’ 
of Instruments, — = _— 
Pompons, ulets ap- ps, 
Stands, Bram Major’ Staffs and - 
Hats, Sundry Band Outfits Repairin 
j rials, also includes Instruction an 







‘alogue of choice band music mailed 

















This cores solid plain ring, made of 

wer 8k. Rolled Gold, packed in 
vet rt anket, yey oe S yerrs, 

ao paid, 45c., 8 for $1.2 

‘arda, “Beauties,” all “Gold, sil- 

ver, Roses, Lilies, Mottoes, A-c., with name on, 10¢., 11 


18K. 









SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 


packs oF 00 bill, and this * Este Ring Free. 
. 8. CARD CO., CENTERBROOK, CONN 
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158 PUCK. 
DELEGATES daily are dancing and prancing, 
In time to the tune that their pet organs 


PIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. 4th ST., N. Y. 


IT STANDS AT THE HEAD. 


Unrivaled in Strength and Speed. 
Great Improvements for 1884. 
AmerIcAN WritinG Macuinz Co., Corry, Pa. 


THE CELEBRATED 














MANUFACTURED BY 
JOHN F. STRATTON & CO., 
IMPORTERS OF MusiO BOXES AND ALL KINDS OF MUSICAL MERCHANDISE 
49 Maiden Lane, New York. 

















SHAVING 


HAS NEVER BEEN EQUALLED. 





















E GENUINE \ ; 
if YANKEE SOAP }: 
% MANCHESTER, CONN,, 3 
=| WILLIAMSE& RROTHERS|| = 
F i CHEMISTS AND APOTHEOARIES. - 
B SX To prevent ther will be upon n 
8 —_ each cake, z 
3 (Copy of Label.) & 


ALL DRUGGISTS KEEP 


IT. 
TRIAL SAMPLE FOR 12 CENTS, 
J.B. WILLIAMS & CO., Glastonbury, Ct. 


HERG 








ame Y ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHERS 
id N.V.Geo.B.GLuett,Bro.&Co: 


play, 
While the coy candidates shyly are glancing 
Upon their supporters so sanguine and gay. 
Sweet is the music that colors all contention, 
And bright are the hopes of the man not 
bereft 
Of his chance to control the Chicago conven- 
tion; 
But cold is the day when his candidate ’s left. 
—NMew York Journal. 


“T say,” said a railroad brakeman, running 
into a dépot restaurant: “the forward trucks of 
my car have slipped off the rails. Have you 
got a piece of iron anywhere about that we 
could use for a lever?” 

“I don’t believe I have,” replied the pro- 
prietor, 

“ What’s this ?”” asked the brakeman, trying 
to lift something from the counter. 

“ That’s sponge-cake.” 

“Well, I guess it will do if it isn’t too brittle. 
I will bring it back in a minute.”— PA 7, Call. 


Soon will the merry picnic days 
In season roll around, 
When, to escape the sun’s fierce rays, 
We ’Il seek the shaded ground, 
Where ants have a peculiar knack 
Of wandering from their bed 
And marching up a fellow’s back 
With a slow and measured tread. 
— Bismarck Tribune. 


“T pon’T know much about the style in gen- 
tlemen’s apparel,” said-a lady: “but the latest 
thing in spring overcoats is my husband; he 
never gets in until 1 a, M.”?— Merchant Traveler, 


A CABLE-DISPATCH says “ the Khedive is sad- 
ly in need of £8,000,000.”” The Khedive has 
evidently been publishing a daily paper to fill 
a long-felt want.—Vorristown Herald, 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CoO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 





Sena one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
os presents. Try it once. 


Add LUN THER Confectioner 
wn Dens &t., Chicago. ’ 


FREE iis for Patchwork. / 


Any lady sending 14 2c. stamps for three 

| ene subscription to the Home Guest, our popular, 

Magazine, we will present free 1 pac! Kage beautiful 

poe | Silk Blocks for patchwork, 1 package Embroi- \y 
dery Silk, assorted colors, and a lovely Silk Handkerchief, 

size 20x 20inches, R. L. SPENCER, CO., Hartford, Conn. 


WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 
100 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND 
Issued in 1864. 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and are 


redeemed THREE TIMES ANNUALLY until each 











and every bond is ,ed emed with a larger or smz aller premium. 
Every bond must be redeemed with a Premium, as there are No 
BLANKS. 


THE THREE HIGHEST PREMIUMS AMOUNT TO 
150,000 20,000 and 10,000 FLORINS. 
And bonds not drawi-g one of the above Premiums rust draw a 

Premium of notless than 200 Florins. 
The next redemption takes place on the 


2nd of JUNE, 1884. 
And every bond bought of us on or before the 2nd of June, is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. Out-of-town orders, sent in REGIsTERED Letrzrs and 
inclosing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next redemp- 
tion. For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City, 
{Established in 1874.] 
N. B.—In writing please state that you saw this in English Puck. 


aar-The above Government Bonds are not to be compared with 
any lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the laws 
of the United States. 
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CARPETS and RUGS 


A special offering is made of a great 
variety of Carpets and Rugs at an enor- 
mous reduction in price. This stock in- 
cludes some of the greatest novelties ever 
produced. 


LARCE INVOICES OF 


RUGS AND MATTINGS 


JUST RECEIVED. 


Proadovay A | 9th ot. 


NEW YORK. 





‘*See What Cuticura Does for Me!’ 


NFANTILE and Birth Humors, Milk Crust, Scalled Head, 
Eczemas, and ev ry form of Itching, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofu- 
lous and Inherited Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, cured by the Cuticura REMEDIES. Absolutely 
pureand safe, Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, 50 cts.; Cuticura 
Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and only Medicinal Baby Soap, 
25 cts.,and Cuticura Resolvent, the new Blood Purifier, $c, are 
sold by druggists. P tter Drug and Chemical Co., Boston. 


Bap Send for “* How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 





THE NHW EMPRESS 


@) EMBROIDERER. 


Adapted to all leading Sewing Ma- 
chines. Price $2, Send name and 
a dress for llustraced book andsam- 
ple of work, free. 


EMPRESS EMBROIDERER C0., 


4 West 14th Street, NewYork , 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more ecoaomi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, casily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 








Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass. 
Ss! 


NEUTRO-PILLENE, only hair solvent known. 
Permanently dissolves superfluous hair,rvot & branch 
in five minutes, without pain, discoloration or injury. 
( pose of the Toilet. A harmless, nati beau. 
roduces a beautiful white tran- parent 
complexion. Send two stamps for particulars. 
UNIVERSITY C ICAL P. ARATION 
WORKS, 249 South Sixth Street, Philadelphia, Pa, 











FINE CU STOM TAILORING 


MODERATE PRICES. 
NEWEST SHADES AND MATERIALS 


FOR 
SPRING AND SUMMER. 


Samples and Self-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 
BRANCHES EVERY WHERE. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


T have a positive 
remedy for the 
above disease; by 
its use 9 thousands 


of cases of the worst kind and of long standing have been cure 
80 strong is my faith in its pera [ willsend TWO BOTTLESF REE, 
together witha VALUABL ATISE on this disease, to an sufferer. 
Give Express and P. 0. address DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N. ¥- 











Beats the wera 2or3 iy ont 


DYKE’S BEARD ELIXIR 
Forees gooey Mustache, Whis- 
kers. or hair on baid heads in 20 to 
30 days, No it injury. Easily used. 
i prove it or opel. 

von 





iT ackage with directions 


im, a TOF 


eealed and 0 
i, champe or eter. L. A. L. SMITH & CO. A ‘Agents, Palatine, tL 








TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three ——- For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No.6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
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ITTERS, 


An exeellent evpeticing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, «nd cll 
disorders of the Digestive ns A few drops imparta delicious, flaver 











@ giass ofchampagne, and to Aut summer drinks. Try ft, -1 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuin* 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


+. W, WUPPERMANN, SOLB ACERT. 
51 BROADWAY. N: Y. 


GRAPE MILK 


(NON-ALCOHOLIC ) 
Unfermented Sparkling Grape Juice. 


A.WERNER & C2 











THE sudden decline in the paste-board market 
is due to the fact that a method of making 
walking-shoes from leather has recently been 
discovered.— Utuwa Observer. 

THE cuts of Mr. Tilden used in 1876 now 
decorate the columns of the Democratic press. 
Should Mr. ‘Tilden be nominated, his party 
would require him to establish his identity,— 


Philadelphia Press. 


THERE is a narrow-guage railroad in the old 
country so crooked that when a train is running 
at an average rate of speed, the sun shines 
through the windows on both sides of the car 
at the same time.—Philadelphia Call, 





ALABASTINE! 
FOR FINISH!NG WALLS AND CEILINGS, 

Is the most duratle and economica materfai known. It is a valu- 
able discovery, and is rapidly superseding Kalsomine and other 
wallfinish Manufacturedis a variety of beautiful tints, and can 
be applie-t by any one If not for sale in your neighborhood, send 
to ALABASTINE CO., 3 Burling Sip, N. Y.; 32 Pearl St., Bos- 
ton; or Grand Rapids, Mich. 


PHONOGRAPHY OR PHONETIC SHORT-HAND Catalogue of 
works by Benn Pitman, with alphabet and illustrations for beginners 


sent on application. Address 
phic Institute, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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FILBERT $ e ON ' a EL) TRICAL &c By E :"o 
Street, @ RBAC. ANINA CO., Philadelphia, Pa@ 














When I say cure, I do not mear 
Merely to stop them for atime and 
then have them return again, I 
mean Berge y I nave made 
= disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long 

udy. I warrant my remedy tocure the anes cases, Because others 
i failed is no reason for not now receiving a cure. Send at once 
for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express 





THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
ENS Nos.:048, 14, 190,33, 162 
For SALE BY ALL SraTIOnERS, 
ESTERBROOK STEEL P 


Camden, N.J. 26 Jobn 3 . Ort. 


and Post pas It costs you ening. for a trial, and I willcure you 
Address Dr. H. G. ROOT, 183 Pearl Street, New York. 





A BONAFIDE OFFER. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 
THIS OFFER GOOD TILL JUNE 15th. 


LiIsT OF Ante ay eet rate 
cash presents of $1,000 each, 5 cas 
sae cash 1, presents of $200 each: * 
#50 come 
ponte as © ogee. 1,00 


c rlor Organs, $1 
ie solid Gold \ weer 
c 
1, 





ickel 

















10 Silver Ten Set, 





i each im 1 matched pair Trottin 
rode 00 pair Boys’ Roller Skates; 1 

- e500 FR fe other useful and valuable 

r In making up the award of $55,0¢ 

E, SCRIBERS received. 

$20 0.0 0 FRE ach. 


among the 
As soon as you read this advertisement se 


I fi he Fath 
The Chicago Enterprise end, enka, “entertaining, — popular papers published. The reguler 
r year without present or premium. 


If yo il C A Ovr and sh it t - 
A Free Subscription to You. geal Kh py py 
am remencameomin naman in 


subscription price is $ 


0, we wi 
to subscribe and we will send two receipts and the E} ERPRISi 
and we will send youthe ENTERPRISE two rears, and 


ar immediately after June 15th. Dx 
How to Send Money. 


EIGHBORS AN xot APPEAR 


Address THE GHIGAGO ENTERPRISE, cocoa ssc. 





weseuts ts of $800 each, 5 cash presents of $500 
cas 
cash preaguts of $20 each, 1 K— 
cas! pregonte of 


- 
d Gold Neck Chains at chi eac 
3 20 Ladies? solid Gold Bracelets, $15 
$60 each; . 
Rings 500 sets of solid aver Teaspo 


The first two hundred subscribers will receive $20.00 each. 
If you send 50 cents, this makes you a subscriber, ~~ you a receipt good for one present, and if 
you are among the first six hundred reccived, you will get either $20 or $5. 

rst six hundred, it will count as two names, and entitle you S 


ouR receipts, good for FOUR PRESENTS. 
EE, AND A PROSPECT TO WIN ONE OF THE MOST VALUABLE PRESENTS. 
rise is now commencing volume seven, and it is backed by ample capital so that every 
p subscriber may be sure of getting just what we promise. 
on’t put it off till too late. 
Send small sums, from 50 cents to One or Two Dollars, by Postau Nore, Cash or Stamps, 
larger sums should be sent BY REGISTERED MAIL OR POST OFFICE ORDER. 
oe THE ABOVE csomenaeed “ee ao ei eg jr To OUR oes ae 





MONEY FOR ALL WHO READ, 
RICH OR POOR. . 


Ie National Standard Dictionary, pars bans: 


subscription to t! 
~~ fY. with two receipts booed ae two 
= resents in our distribution June re: The Dictionary 


tains 700 Engravings i ts 
gra than any book of 

itskind ever published. ~ This NGS and elegant vol- 
ume isa Library and Encyclopedia of general knowledge 
aswell as the best Dictionary now published, Superbly 
ae in cloth and gilt. It is not a pocket affair, buta 
large volume, “This we believe to the best cheap 


Dictionary ever printed.”"—Jnter 
40 00 00 W Words This Dictionary contains about 
f] is ©40,000 words, Conrectity Srei- 


ED, ProreRty Pronovncep, and Exacriy Derixep. 

The proprietors of the Chicago Enterprise, being de- 
sirous of having their already well known and popular 
Gauity paper more widely circulated and intwod ‘oduced 
into homes where itis not already known, Have de- 
cided to throw off all profit this year and in addition 
use a portion of their capital forthe sole purpose of in- 
creasing their circulation to 100,000 subscribers, FIFTY- 
FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS Will be distributed June 
15th. Read our great offers: 


FOR FIFTY CENTS 


we will ¢ ates enaiiemann te yournameon our subscription sive, Woden 
and mail you the Ch Enterprise —_—regu- 
larly for six months, and immediately mail you a 
numbered reccipt which will entitle you te one of the 
following Ne prizes, all of which will be given away 
June 15th, Our offer is so large andliberal that we 
shall get the desired number of subscribers by the 
above date. For 50 eents you stand a good chance of 
FOR cr Thousand Dollars. 
FOR 1.00 We will mail you Tae Curcaco En- 
TERPRISE for one year and TWO RE- 
CEIPTS GOOD FOR TWO PRESENTS and onE voLumeE, of the 
NATIONAL STANDARD DICTIONARY DESCRIBED ABOVE. POSTAGE 
pain, The book alone sells for $1.00. 


TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


resents of $160 eac h, 25 cash presents 
resents of $10 each, 100 cash 
elegant U, Suaten Pianos, $300 
100 ‘Gents. soli Gots a hes, & 





0 ins ) os : 
rlor Fursitare, $1 

ns, Gton set; 51 

3.5 OT pairs Ladies 

ate pecens 50 five dollar gold 
ee which we can not enumerate here. 
we reserved $6,000 to be divided among the first 600 svun- 
The next four 





0 Sets 


ou send $1.00 and your subscription is 
A > $0 or $10, according to the time your sub- 
nd at once. 


r, the mother, the boys and the girls. It is one ofthe most 


Il send you your subscription free, and onp receipt; get ten 
E for twelve months; get twenty to subscribe for six months, 
A few hours work 


Lists of awards will be for 
Send now. The first Subscriber gets $20. 


Cut THIS OUT AND SHOW IT TO YOUR 
> EVERYWHERE. SAMPLE COPIFS FREE. 








EUROPE!! 


Cook’s Grand Excursions leave New York in April, 
May and June, 1884. Passage Tickets by «!i Atlantic 
steamers. Special facilities for securing good berths. 
Tourist tickets for individual travelers in Europe, by all 
routes, at reduced rates. 

Cook’s Excursionist, with Maps and full particulars, by 
mail 10 cents. 


THOS. cook ‘& SON, 261 Broadway, N. ¥. 
J. H. Bonnell & Co., 


PrintTinG INK MANUFACTURERS, 
7 Spruce STReEKT, ‘| xipuNE BuiLpinG, 
New York 
WE MANUFACTURE ALL THE PRINTING INK USED ON THE FOL- 
LOWING AND MANY OTHER PUBLICATIONS: 
Hanrrek’s WEEKLY AND Bazar 
Mrs. FRANK Les.ir’s PUBLICATIONS. 
Tue Parker & ‘Tiv1on’s Avt Exuuirt. 
New York TRiBune. 
New York Sun 
New York Morninc Journat. 
PHILADELPHIA PuBLic LEDGER. 


GRAND SPRING OPENING 


RNHEIMS 


Stylish Suits, to Order, $16 and $20. 
Stylish Trousers, to Order, $4, $5 and $6. 
Spring Overcoats, Satin or Silk Lined, to 
Order, $18. 


ARNHEIM’S MAMMOTH TAILORING ESTABLISHMENT 
190, 192 & 194 Bowery, cor. Spring St. 


aap Samples and rules for self-measurement sent on application. 


IMPROVED ROOT BEER. 
pm Kage, 25c. Makes 5 gallons of a de- 
licious sparkling and wholesome bever- 
as e. Sold by all Druggists or sent by 


mail on receipt of 26c. .. Hires, 48 N.’ Del. Ave., Phila., Pa. 


KARL HUTTER, 


PATENTEE OF THE 


LIGHTNING BOTTLE STOPPERS. 


The most reliable House for Lager- 
beer, Weissbeer, Soda, Hock, Brandy § 
and Claret Bottles, with and without Mt ‘4 
name. ; 
LARGE STOCK OF CORES //// 

AND 


BOTTLERS’ SUPPLIES. 




















185 BOWERY, 
NEW YORK. 


BB OKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BiITTERS, 





AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 


L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








2 GIANT PRINTING PRESS, $1; outfit $1; | 
Self-Inker, $2 50. with a script typ) 
quotas ot $4. Sample cards and catalogue, 6 cts 


VANS, 60 N. Ninth St., Philad., P 
A. WEIDMANN & CO. 
SOS BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORK. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photogr: aphic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


peaa ly KOUEBER) V(b RU Ws 


BEST 


AWSON’S(..3%:..)U. $. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort, 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 


Theindividnal wearing it will not be conscions of its presence 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 


Sold by Drnggists. S. E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail salely. Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 




























Every Bandage 
Guaranteed 
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MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN., LITH.2)—- 25 WARREN ST NY 


“LOVE'S LABOR ’S LOST.” 





